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So here we are once again in the heavy 
old Summer City Scene with sand between 
our toes, a sunburned nose and the surf 
sound ins off frothily in the distance. 
Hope you're having a groovy time on your 
imaginary beach. Here's a buncha notes 
to scan when you haven't anything better 
to do with your time,;.. 

FIRST PRIZE 

The Sunset Beach Surf Club (GROUP 
THERAPY story) had some good board ideas, 
but me and a kid down the block have 
something even better: we take turns 
rocking his swimming pool while we surf 
the resulting ripples on a popsickle 
stick. You don't even need traction 
spray. Just leave some ice cream on it. 
Although with your weight I'd suggest 
you use a doctor's tongue depresser. 

KENNY RONKOWITZ 
32 Adams Street 
Irvington, New Jersey 07111 

Okay, now you've won enough for a down 
payment on a lifetime supply of sickle- 
sticks and Good Rippling to you! 

SECOND PRIZE 

Due to the never-ending frequency of 
constipated, idiotic, say-nothing mags 
appearing in the hands of the teenage, 
fink surf-nurd, I'm rapidly building a 
reservoir of gas in my stomach, result¬ 
ing from being mentally destroyed by the 
costly refuse showing up on newsstands. 

I thank the Chinese War Gods for the low 
price of your mag. Now I can absorb the 
genius of your writers and cartoonists 
to the extent that my parents are having 
a tailormade straight jacket ordered for 
me (I become problemmatical after howl¬ 
ing for several days). The girls that 
write in, talking about their bodies 
must be sick. The nearest they've been 
surfing is watching soap float in the 
bathtub. Here is a grunted greeting 


from the lOth-grade, cream-sicle eating 
surfers at the Mount Pleasant School For 
The Betterment Of Crippled Sky Divers 
Suffering Advanced Hangnailism. 

CARL CLINTON 

1610 Stoney Run Drive 

Wilmington, Delaware 19803 

Which proves we'll rap with anyone who 
can howl, scribble or make sign-language. 

THIRD PRIZE 

I'm a 13^-year old girl who loves 
SUKFTOONS and Boys.. Truthfully, I can't 
surf at all, so do any cute guys over 
the age of 13 want to help me learn about 
it by mail? I'd love to hear from groovy 
boys all over so break out those pens and 
write to me! Your mag is the greatest 
thing since peanut butter except that 
SURFTOONS doesn't stick to the roof of 
your mouth, does it? 

PEGGY PARTRIDGE 

112 West 12th Street 

Streator, Illinois 61364 

Well...sure it does but please don't let 
anybody know. 

I'm a 19-year old college student who 
has never yet ridden the surf. However, 
ray interest in it is enormous. I hope 
to try it soon with a few friends. The 
KOOL IT! section is the immediate cause 
for this note. The varied comments, re¬ 
sponses and replies are indicative that 
"we" surfers are forming a sub-culture 
of our own. It's composed of individ¬ 
uals who "have a common bag" even though 
our other responses to life might be 
otherwise antithetical. For instance, 
writing a letter to the editor -- to me 
-- calls for somewhat formalized lang¬ 
uage. Some of your readers obviously 
disagree. Neither of us are "right" in 
the absolute sense: each must choose his 
own "thing" so that he can best relate 
himself to the world he lives in. But 


























here I stray. Having never even met a 
surfer, I'd very much like to establish 
contact with some of your readers as 
might be interested in helping me under¬ 
stand what it's all about. So, I ask 
that, if space permits, you might let 
your readers know of my situation. 

MICHAEL MIESZCZAK 
164 North Parade Avenue 
Buffalo, New York 14211 

Heck, I'll do even better than that: I'll 
like tell'em to clue you to the whole 
scene & see if we can't make a stoked 
surf-nut out of you in less time than it 
takes to pronounce all those big words 
you're hung-up on, man. 

If any of you handsome Hodads would 
want to write to a blonde surferette -- 
don't hesitate! I'm tall (five-six), 
have blue eyes and blonde hair, and I'm 
14-years old. So if you're male, tall, 
dark, handsome and dig surfing -- send 
one of the world's barefooty bums a note. 
Keep high and dry! 

MARY DOVER 

12171 Chapman Avenue 

Apt.#9 

Garden Grove, California 92641 

Guess you short, ugly guys are out of it 
with this doll. 

A groove like SURFTOONS is the best 
thingie next to being locked-in tight on 
a hot curlI Boss? Ya betcha booties! 

I've been reading your fab rag for a long 
time now and I've decided (that was hard , 
too) that it rates next to Surfer Joe! 

Ya better put it out more often: I wear 
out the sidewalk, waiting for it to show 
up on the newsstand. The pen pal thing 
sounds like a blast so I'll put my charm 
to it! I'm five-six, dark brown hair on 
my haid (attached to it like!), about 
15^-years and wanting swift kats to 
write -- and I'll try to answer all notes! 

MAY LYNN 
Route #2 

LaVerne, Oklahoma 73848 

There MUST be a girl left in the world 

who stands under five-six. 

I don't care whether or not you use 
this letter. I ju3t want you to know 
that most of us Army-type guys really 
like your mag. I've been reading SURF- 
TOONS, CARTOONS and HOT ROD CARTOONS for 


a long while and it's really stupid for 
those feeble-minded 13 & 14-years old 
readers to tell you that your books are 
trash. Your books bring out the humor 
and satire that is so badly needed in 
this world. As for the nurds that think 
the pen pal section is just for guys or 
gals too ugly to get anyone to write to 
them, they're totally mistaken. Your 
section for correspondence is a great 
asset to public relations throughout the 
nation and the world. I have found that 
many pen pals are good looking and have 
fine personalities. I guess I've blown 
my cool long enough. Keep up the good 
work and don't let those insulting notes 
get to you. 

PFC. THOMAS DUNBAR 
U.S.Army 

Special Training Element 

Air Traffic Control 

Keesler Air Force Base, Mississippi 


Thanks for, all the kudos, man. 



I just flipped through my brother's 
copy of SURFTOONS and found it fascina¬ 
ting! It's truly ingenius! Congratu¬ 
lations on your superior works. The 
pen pal idea is great, too. Anyone 15 



or older please write. I'm five-six 
tall, have brown hair and blue eyes but 
don't let that discourage you! I luv 
to write letters and I'm all for having 
a good time! 

MARTHA MULVANEY 
1428 Colleen Lane 
McLean, Virginia 22101 

All you TALL-type guvs reach for your 
pens and make her feel like a runt. 

My buddies and I agree that your mag 
is great. The surf at our coast has been 
good (except when it's snowing and you 
can't see where you're going!). We're 
still cracking up over that EVOLUTION OF 
A SURFER feature. It's really good. I'd 
appreciate hearing from any surfers and 
nonsurfers (girls). All will be answered. 

JIM BOONE 

46 Ross Street 

Clark, New Jersey 07066 

Snowing & Going? You're a POET, man! 


Just got the la3t issue analyzed after 
reading it to pieces. CAPTAIN CRAZY was 
outa sight. EVOLUTION OF A SURFER was 
groovy but the TIKI-TACKY thingie was a 
bit on the rusty side. Now down to busi¬ 
ness. What would that Lopez character 
know about Texas Surf? The closest to 
water he probably ever got was when he 
swam the Rio Grande. And as for that 
creep, Ted Wallace: go blow your nose, 
Yankee! Your mag is so fine I can hardly 
wait until the next one comes out. 

BUDDY WILLIAMSON 
4222 Dahlia 
Deer Park, Texas 

Man, you Texans are tempermental. 

Help! I'm being held a prisoner in a 
lifeguard stand! 

KYLE MORGAN 

San Diego, California 

Kyle, that's no way to talk about a per¬ 
fectly fine Civil Service Pos it ion. 



'I prefer more of a challenge." 59 ’* 




Your rag is neat, cool and all that 
surfer talk. I'm 13^, five-seven, have 
blue eyes and black hair. I luv boys. 
I'd luv to have a surfer for a boyfriend 
(hint, hint!) 

LYNDA ALOISE 

Beauty Hill Road 

Barnstead, New Hampshire 03218 

Consider that hinted taken. Sweetz. 


Please tell Cartoonist Jim Talmade 
that the stuff he did in the last issue 
is so outa sight it almost made me cry! 

I would like a pen pal that will answer 
all the notes I send. I'm 15, have real 
long brown hair and I can kinda surf but 
not too good. 

RYANNE HARRISON 

22819 Mulholland Drive 

Woodland Hills, California 91364 





If they don't reply to YOUR groovy notes . 
Sweetz, you let me know. 

Well, I just got done reading the May 
SURFTOONS. It's the first time I ever 
laid eyes on it, and I think it's just 
great! Since I'm a surfer, these car¬ 
toons seem really groovy to me. Also, 

I'm looking for a surfing (or nonsurf) 
boy between the ages of 15 and 18. I'm 
16, five-four tall, green eyes and long 
brown hair. I promise I'll answer all 
and every letter. 

KATHY SURVER 

6033 Cedar Street, NE 

St. Petersburg, Florida 33703 

Greeny eyes, eh? Sounds gorgeous and 
you guys better start warming up your 
pens before she changes her mind. 

Just thought I'd write to you from 
Way Down Under. Wish you'd rush your 
super-groovy, happenin'-type mag down 
here twice as often, as we don't get 
much about surfing around here since 
we're 300-miles inland from all that 
lovely blue stuff that makes waves. All 
the girl-types who read your fantastic 
mag might be interested in knowing that 
there's a 15-year old guy (me) waiting 
anxiously for any cool notes that the 
mailman might bring soon. 

GREG COLLINS 

1326 Etiwanda Avenue 

Mildura 

Victoria 3500, Australia 

Good on you. Mate, for speaking up. 

Guess where I moved, man! All my life 
I been hearing about how wonderful this 
California coast is supposed to be but 
it looks pretty ordinary to me. In fact, 
some places are even pretty ugly -- and 
most of the so-called surfers I've seen 
are the lamest bunch of show-offs ever 
to wipe-out. I still think your mag is 
a drag, and the KOOL IT! space makes me 
sick to my tummy. 

TED WALLACE 
Oceanside, California 

Lemme guess: you joined the Marines and 
they stationed you at Camp Pendleton 
and you're hung-up on seeing your name 
in print. RIGHT? 


You have a real cool rag. Since I 
don't live near a Big Pond (like either 
ocean), I have to settle for little ones 
(like pools). You see, I'm out in the 
middle of a dust bowl -- UTAH! If you 
know any good looking, swinging surfers, 
give them my address and ask them to 
write, fast! 

BONNIE SEIFERT 
557 West 4800 South 
Ogden, Utah 84403 

I dunno -- that street address sounds 
like a Put On but you guys who scribble 
slow join the fasties anyway and give 
Bonnie a whirl. 

I just got done reading your mag and 
I think it's pretty tuff! If any guys 
want - to write to me -- go ahead! I'm 
15-years old with brown eyes and brown 
hair. I'll try to answer all notes. 

DEBBIE ROHLMAN 
205 Warrington 
Toledo, Ohio 43612 

I suggest you do better than merely try 
if any of these witty, handsome and fab 
surfers drop you a line, Sweetz. 

You got a groovy mag. We Marines, 
here in Viet Nam read it all the time. 

It really helps keep our morale up so 
keep up the cool work. Would like to 
hear from any groovy chicks in the 18 
to 20 age group. I'm six-feet tall, 
weigh 165-pounds, love water sports and 
am 21-years old. 

PFC. McLELLAN JR. JA2393850 

3/26 "L" Co. 1st Platoon 

FPO San Francisco, California 96602 

Okay. I wanna see this jughead get at 
least 2-million luv-laden notes from 
you groovier dolls. So GO! 

...and there we go for this Summer City 
issue. Hope you dig all the things that 
the artists & writers did -- since they 
knocked themselves out in an attempt to 
really turn you on. See you in the old 
September issue. 

Carl Kohler 
SURFTOONS 

5916 Hollywood Blvd. 
Los Angeles, Ca. 90028 
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UlSToR.'/s WHeN 5 (JRFIN& FIRST Pe&AN, A HARPY Hot PO&&eR 
would oFTeN leAVe his sfeADY &al to sun- WHiLe He FtouupeRep 
tNTHe Foam. soon- He piscove/zep most snores wepe 
/NFesrep with sand sharks'- who wouldn't parc dampen 
TH etP Toots! es , PUT pa Rep to &a& SoMe sur peers puNNte. 

C'*J BROAD PAyuaMT.yeri THUS, FOR secURlTY ReASOAjS. SURFeRS 
&e&AN To PRAQ THeiR sweer/es OUT To SeA, START!NO A 
YJHOLe New TReND IN SURF (NO CAUeP 'PCAY/N0 IT SAFe." (CATZFZ 
CHAN&eP To'TANDerH’) 

Topay, TANPSM'S popularity is only (AATcnep by 

ITS PROPteM ■ YOUR PARTNeR. HAH J PUT SURF rows MAD-, 
eveR AWARe OF your FRUtAPy NeePS, CFFeRS You (.FRee or r' 
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SOON Tt> Be UNLFASHeP AT YOUR LOCAL BLACK MARKeT. 
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KIT INCLUPCC 
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The Surfing Seen 



Her millionaire father hands out free 
boards to poor but deserving surfers. 
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SURFERS,TAKE NOTICE' THERE MAT BE BAD 
NEWS AHEAD FOR THE SPORT/<2^3^ 


ALREADY THERE ARE SIGNSTIWC^^ 

BEGINNING OF THE END...THE 'LAST WIPEOUT,.'.FOR 
SURFING AS WE DIG IT/ AS YOU KNOW, FOR GOBS 
OF YEARS, SURFING WAS A LITTLE-KNOWN HAP-i 
IPENING. ONLY GUYS WHOD RISK BEING BRAN- I 
! DEO OUTCASTS AND WEIRDOS HAD THE GUTS 1 


TO MAKE IT THEIR BA GtlhC 


READ ON AND, 
BE WARNED- f 


BUT THEN IT HAPPENED' MOVIES LIKE 
’THE ENDLESS SUMMER" CAME ON STRONG] 
AND OVERNITE, SURFING WAS THE ONLY 
WAYTO GO - EVEN IN PLACESTHOUSANDS1 


OR SEEING SURFING USED IN AD' 


















































'AUTHENTIC SURFERS WILL BE A 
NOVELTY,TO DISCUS S, INTE RVIEW 
I AND STARE 


mgS. 


ARE DOING TO SURFING 


MmmoW WHAT' CAN HAPPEN TO A GOOD-TYPE ■ 
/THING— ONCE IT 6ETS "ACC EPTABLE"; THE 'ESTABLISHMENT 
MOVES IN, AND EVERY CREEP-O IN THE COUNTRY WANTS 
TO PLAY' TAKE, FOR EXAMPLE...— . 


rr MAY SEEM HARMLESS 
ENOUGH SO FAR, AND YOU 
PROBABLY FIGURE-“SO 
WHAT?''. WELL, BUBI “ 
HERE'S THE SKINNY.... 


/PORTS CARS—BEFORE ’ 
LAND AFTER THE MASSES 
TOOK AN INTEREST.... i 


ETC., ETC., ETC./ AND IT'S HAPPENING^ 


TO SURFING RIGHT NOW/." 


AND TELEVISION/ WHAT ALLTHOSE 
COMMERCIALS. 


SURFERS AND SURFBOARDS WILL BECOME STATUS 
SYMBOLS, TO BE USED AND DISPLAYED BY THE “ELITE 
SOCIETY'; PRESTIGE-SEEKERS WHO WANT TO SHOW 

REALLY ARE... 



















NEW INDUSTRIES WILL DEVELOP. 




THE FULL POWER OF BIG BUSINESS WILL 
TURN ON — MASS PRODUCTION TO MEET 
kTHE DEMAND FOR SURF GOODIES....Jgg 

wrl -Xt, 10o,o<w'SDRPER W6IRPO SHIRTS' 
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f THEN - SUDDENLY- IT'LL ALL END'S! 
SURFING'S FASCINATION WILL DISAPPEAR 
MILKED OF ALL POSSIBLE PROFIT... 


NOW YOU CAN 
TRANSPLANT 

- HE ARTS- 

- BRAINS- 

- LESS — 
—Noses- 

- BTC — 


WE GOTTA GIVE SURFING A BAD NAMELPUT IT 
DOWN.'...TALK DIRTY AROUND RICH OLD LADIES/ 
GO UNDERGROUND/ DON’T GIVE UP WITHOUT A FIGHT' 

- \ DOWN WITH THE ESTABLISHMENT HI mm* 

Wmm KEEP SURF FOR SURFERS!!', 

-I YAARRRGGHHH'!! ^ 


THAT'S IT, BUBI.' THAT'S THE ^ 
POSSIBLE FUTURE - AND THE 
PROBABLE FUTURE OF , 
SURFING/ UNLESS SOMETHING 
IS DONE RIGHT NOWS!! WE 
HAFTA FIGHT TH' ESTABLISHMENT' 
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THE iA/OELDMOWS ME AS... 

THE MAM WITH THEEOLDEMAZMf- 


I SUPPOSE you PE 
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I HEREBY SENTENCE YOU TO 
IB YEARS HARD LABOR... .£ 
k ON THE SAND-PILE 


'BY FORGETTIN6TO READ V ~- 
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Vx BETWEEN MOVIEST-d^k 


lAKf'L'j'AT DELI BELOW 


WEl-COANE TO 

HERMANOO 0CACH 
PU&U C JCTTV 
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HI RISE APARTMEMrs 




KMBlwia 


;‘J?3 : »;>>. 








'"TlHlSS FIN&LE AT THE POWER COMPANY 
CALLING.' WE'RE CUTTING OFF YOUR ELEC¬ 
TRICITY YOUR BILL IS VERY DELlNOJENT' 


'.OF COURSE I'M SURE/ I PUT IT IN THE X 
MAILBOX MYSELF NOT TEN MINUTES 
1AM- AMO YOU HA'.Es" PAID 7 XF’V 


IS THIS WHERE YOU SET 
A SAFETY-DEPOSIT BOX 
WHEN YOU OPEN A SMJ 
IN6S ACCOUNT ? 


[ DON'T CLOSE THE VAVLT YET N 
MR TUTTLE WE COT ANOTHER, 
SURFER WHO WANTS A .j- 
SAFH FT. ACF TO k/EGP 
HIS SURFBOARD. Jf 
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GOOD MORNING, MR, FRETS,,,A 
WEALTHY GROUP OF PEACH-FRONT HOME 
OWNERS HAVe COMPLAINED OF UN - 
RUiy SURF-KIMS MAK/N6 N015E 
AND TKMnNO THEIR GLADtOLA 
PLANTS,,, 


I MSCAN-: 
' Resefyeo 
« 3* setter 

WeeriHa 
ftAce- •? 


THIS RECORDING WILL 
SELF-DESTRUCT IW EX' 
ACTLY 1 SECOND,,, 


your uo&, if you decide to under¬ 
take THIS RIDICULOUS AND IMPROBABLE 
MISSION, 15 TO RlD THE PEACH OF ALL 
SURFERS, DESTROYING THEIR BOARDS 
AND ELIMINATING ANY FUTURE 
ACTIVITY,., 


’Mm/mwmmwM 


IN MR, FRET'S office 


,„>Wf> nte CAfiSeti i*i TWo fyKTtitS ASSIGNMENT 

pecAuse of y<xsr moat stou.% outstanding 

VXX/eKf, AND MAlNty M/ STOCW CONTRACT 

SAYS l GOTTA Use ytxl, OR. M ftyfeP/f 


r fJxu- ^ 

0Kl£M7Al~ 

ewiPMuri 


















Movlp yoJ &eu\je Tt\ese 

mrez. SA«e smakk- 

iNFesrep? / 

w 'ouip you &eu\/e maaj-" 
eAT/N«3 &ARNACLBS? 


t\efze‘$ Tt\e pl/\A ,.Me^ 
pRfiss-a p as sd^F'CH/to- 
ZehL, AaJP WAAiPef? Ae**Jf 
T7\e &3ACH SPKSAPiAJA 
HoRRiPtfi KiOA^KS/" UKe 

“THe SeA /s poaof 66 Cfr\s/ 
0R." SA^TWATSr causes 
^7* P/MPP2S,/." 






\J\cmKipl 

flHATfe TMe Msr 
7?Me / t)5e THAT 
Olp fAAXtieU. SftyRT 

. RwrnMfi.'i) i 


TAiCesAs, 
sew* . 
cmzeN/ 


Hi feaow 
StiRpess, pAy 

IF [T WTKA/rt* 


AfTU&gtfACH, 




















r AlRlfrtff/, SdPeR ^Pi^S, THiS ' 
otoe CAMT FAU— A &>0or 6if<Z- 
&0A/&! TfllS Bz./5TMy6€Aje e>ftJTe 
W/ltf. So^nI 6MP S(JRF/M£<3N 

v TAis wAcrtJi r ^ ■ J 


THe oaviRW 

OKio/aJA^Y PesiGMSP iT lb 
Rep6A^6 OPeKATofZS, POT 
/TP/pM'T W 0 RKoUr„_- 




/slO/ IT PtPMT rtAtfe 

A eftooKLyU AcceHT. 


Hot SMART" 
snuff, rtdH? 



R> 
XxJfc 

SfdFf> 




cSgJ 



I J* 

; I ; <S<toP M^Nl'M^/SdRf 
PdrAtAeR$„, MYac JRNfeiV 
0IF26UAKP-/THIS / 
SO F l s ISM PpRAfcluy our 
J3 or otMfc... ?itA%e 
t\hH6 Ll? jtxSZ. Pofi &PS 
AMP my/Wo-rMeR 6S^H, 
2K l IfiJ tU PISOWM6CT J5f 
>6UR A^AP Fft*v\ 
■SHOC10C^RS^TH/S(5A 


QAyj^rM^ 

TAAT^uy SLUMPS 
6iKdAl&^P)4aM6 j 

oremozi y~~T 7 Z 
- \ 2 ^ ok yfeArtT 

tF (\ 0 *s M 
OmAloR, 
rfwmemm WcotAcAe 
mrJWf’m CWTM^A 

AccedT^ 


















w/AeM You a* -me | 
THe TTM^ W/OB^Zirl 


T '\& T/tye vJiu, 


We cam 

TAKleA 
. H/MTi 


I THAT Pt?es jT 7 

ive got iA/<e 
PKAStfC A^T/o/vJi 


pissu ^eAN 

r >^S; TM 

To TAKe A 

s cot\?oz!!' 




)ixi BulHeftM 
CocKAtMlrtY S(JRF- 
Nd£P >5 A&e 
Kui/s|/nc» MV 
PffoF&SSloMAL 
^rdTAT^M /] 


CALL Me 
A TAXI / 


OK, You're A f iVe^rrA' 

1 & Vw's [ S ««T 

AM AM^dLLiOLP LA&xJrTHiSJ 
JOKe! 


YAWnk 

SAOWAISR 

ReAuy 

CAUses 

PifAnesr 


•So, WM/DiPMT 
y^j jusn&u»ds 
1o 60 AW Ay? 
















































































'~Nl g£C,lN*JiU6 
'Mm COURSE I* j 

MmjARTIFICIAL 
WBRESPIR AT/CW 

H 9 HILLBE0IVEH /[ 
||| TOMORROW , jl 

|§t 4MU4TFOR (7/1 


KBSP/Mf/, 

Hi 


YOU'RE HOPELESS! you 
CAA/ WASTE 4IV4y YX^ 
£/^E IF YOU WANT ...&UT 
I'M GOING TO BE.. 

PREPAIRED I 


mi youawr chas/n every 
BROAD ON THE BEACH AND 
LISTEN TO ME! 




TUEZES MORE TH/N6S 
IN LIFE EES/PE 5 
w GIRLS!'.! 



















UOWEUE& W£VE PF06EES&EP 
FROM THIS P/2/MI7IYE 
. METHOD.... 



...70 T//£* MOPE MODEPA/ 
METHOD.. MOU7JH-70- 
MOU7U PZSP//ZA7/OA/.. 
.. /N OTfYEP WO/ZDS- 
3PEA TN/NE /N FPESN 
A/P FPOM YOU/2 LUH6S 
. TO THE/PS! 



< WE mustn't th/nkof 
n/N THOSE TEEMS.... 
TOU'RE pc/NS M/AT 
MUST BE PONE IN 
OPPEP TO SAVE 
. A UPEl 


RP 


wsr?. 




im 


jmg. 



























THAT'S THE /PEA CHARLES...PELL 
HER TO HIGH GROUND.... - - 


[NON, WE 
1 MUST START 
HER BREATH- 
INS ASA/A/... 


























THAT'SEf0HT,CHAELES.. . WHALE* 
EXHALE.. INHALE ~ VERT GOOD. 
FILL HER LUM&S WITH Li HE 
SA V/HO A/E! INHALE.. EXHALE. 

. INHALE ... 



TUT TUT.MlSS, R/NEFElP.. NO 
FA/E HELP!NS... HE MUST 
. LEAZN HIM SELF! 







AW QUITE, M/SSPE/NOLE... 
&UT /‘M W0EE/N6 OH /T. 


THAT5A &OOD 
&0V... STAY 
WITH IT! a 


ITS REWARDING TO 
KNOW WE'RE TEACH- 
/NS THESE YOUN& 
PEOPLE 70 PE 






















ME AND MY STORMY 
SURFING CAREER 


It was horrible. 

The puny little wave crumbled beneath 
ray lardy 300-pounds, sending me plunging 
into the soup. Thunderously, tons of 
ocean churned around me, shoving me to 
the bottom where sand scraped most of 
the fat face from my head. Moments later, 
I staggered ashore, dazed and bewildered. 

" Gee! Lookit Fats! " screamed the motly 
horde of Beach Rowdies who gathered reg¬ 
ularly to watch me wipe-out. " Lookit 
Fats stagger! Lookit Fats stumble! See 
Fats bleed! Wow! Wotta SHOW! " 

I ignored them, stumbling with what 
dignity I could muster up to the dunes 
where I always collapsed. There I fell 
flat on ray nearly defaced face and felt 
the waves of mild depression wash over 
my battered mind. 

Man . I thought miserably, thi9 whole 
scene is getting to be bad, old news. 

Old, old, old, bad, bad, bad news. I'm 
lust TOO HEAVY for those featherweight 
sticks. I opened my bruised eyes just 
in time to 3ee my old fashioned shaped, 
new fashioned featherweight board being 


smashed to smithereens on the jagged old 
rocks a few yards offshore. 

The Rowdies cheered wildly as pieces 
of the board flew in all directions, each 
tiny chunk of surfboard making a sad 
little splash in the receding water as 
it was sucked back out again. 

Clambering to my feet, I sighed with 
resignation and began ambling up the old 
beach, away from the crowd of Rowdies 
who were now executing a frantic Dance 
To Celebrate Fats' Daily Wipe-out. The 
sound of their joyous singing faded as I 
waddled painfully along the water's edge, 
wondering when this madness was going to 
end. Maybe , I thought bitterly, I'11 
hafta give up surfing! Maybe I'll hafta 
admit final defeat! But I knew better. 

I knew that I, Renfrew Klang, Weight 
Problem & Dedicated Gas Taker, could not 
give up surfing -- no matter what. Not 
even if it meant risking wiping-out each 
HOUR of everyday. 

Sitting down, I absent-mindedly took 
a nearby shell in my chubby mitts and 
began polishing it while my thoughts all 
turned sourly to my problem. 





Ever since the trend toward the new, 
ultra-light boards had begun, I was hav¬ 
ing more trouble than ever before. Even 
before the featherweights hit the surf 
scene I'd been experiencing immense (and 
I mean imnense . considering I'm built on 
the lines of a suntanned elephant) diff¬ 
iculty riding any of the super-puny waves 
my local beach is noted for. 

Suddenly, the shell I'd been absent- 
mindedly rubbing began vibrating wildly 
and a stream of funny-colored smoke shot 
out of it with a high-pitched shriek -- 
so I dropped it, backing off nervously. 

"Man," I gasped, watching the clouds 
of smoke billowing out of the shell and 
starting to form a shape, "THAT'S WEIRD!" 



" Watch that smart mouth, Luv! " said 
a voice in the undulating clouds of oily 
smoke. " Get cute with your Hairy God- 
momma and she ain't gonna grant you no 
wishes or nuthin'l " 

Then, the smoke finished taking shape 
and I found myself staring hard at the 
strange figure standing beside the shell 
from which she'd popped. 

She was Something Else. Knee-high to 
a short Gremmie, wearing Hippie Clothes 
and holding a busted Wand that had been 
repaired with Scotch Tape, she stood 
there grinning toothlessly up at me. A 
hip little Witch with a jolly gleam of 
sheer malice in her squinty eyes. For a 
few minutes we just stared at each other. 
Then I rubbed my eyes...hard. 

"Unreal," I muttered. "I've taken 
too many wipe-outs and now I'm starting 
to see things!" 


"An uncool attitude if I ever heard 
one!" she yawped scornfully. "Ain'tcha 
ever seen one of us Hairy Godmommas in 
your whole, dull-like life, Luv?" 

I shook my head, still gouging at my 
aching eyeballs to see if she'd be gone 
when I finished massaging them. But she 
was still there. 

"Well, man, you better believe I'm for 
real and all," she said, grinning even 
more intensely. "Because you conjured 
me up -- and I'm a girl who don't like 
being conjured up jes' for nuthin'l" 

"C-Conjured you up?" I bleated. 

"You sure did! Messing around with 
that shell did the trick, Bubi!" 

"Heckandgollygosh," I protested. "I 
never even knew anything but some kinda 
low llfeform lived in a shell." 

"Easy there, smartmouth, or I'll get 
irritated and turn you into a lost dime 
or, maybe, an unreturnable pop bottle!" 
She tapped the Wand meaningfully. "I_ 
live in that shell, dig? And I'm not 
exactly what you'd call a low lifeform!" 

"Sorry about that, Ma'm," I mumbled. 

"That's better." She resumed grinning. 
"Now what's it gonna be? A few hundred 
pounds of baubles, gems, jools and all 
that trinkety stuff? Or you wanna see 
a full-scale palace appear right here on 
the old spot? You name it, Toots!" 

"Naw, I don't want anything like that. 

I just wanna be able to surf real good 
until I can become Champion Material -- 
and show those Beach Rowdies a thing or 
two!" I stared at her, hope beginning 
to rise in my mind. "Can you handle a 
request like that?" 

"Well, lerame give it some thought." 

She peered vaguely into space, blinking 
slowly. "Never tried a gig like that 
before. Might be a real challenge to 
my magical talent and all! Let's give 
it a whirl and see what happens!" She 
whisked the Wand at me and I suddenly 
tingled from head to foot. 

"WHOOPS!" she hooted, waving the Wand 
again. "Wrong flick of the wrist! You 
AmOST was a sandflea for a minute there!" 

"You sure you know what I said, 
feeling the tingle fade away. 




"Stop frettin', Luv. This girl ain't 
no Novice Godmomma, see? Anybody can 
make a little mistake." She wiggled the 
Wand at me again -- and a warm glow lit 
my whole body. 

"So?" I said. 

"So try surfing," she suggested. 

"I need a board for that." 

Oh...uh... yeah! " She made another 
swing of the Wand and -- instantly -- 
a one-by-eight plank of lumber appeared 
at my feet. "How's that , kiddo!" 

"You goofed ." I groaned. 

" Who goofed?" 

"That's the wrong kinda board," I 
assured her. "I meant a nice, custom 
designed surfboard big enough to carry 
my flab but light enough to qualify for 
contest regulations." 

"Who do you think I am -- Greg Droll 
or Gooey Webber?" she demanded. "That's 
a pretty big order, y'know!" 

"Too big for your alleged magical 
powers, huh?" I scoffed. "I knew you 
were putting me on all along, lady! 

Glaring at me, she swished the Wand 
around like crazy. And -- presto! -- a 
real groovy surfstick popped into view 
on the sand. A gorgeous, wildly shaped 
board unlike anything ever seen by the 
startled eyeballs of mankind. 

"How's THAT thingie grab you?" she 
demanded triumphantly. 

"You're all magic, Hairy Godmomma," 


I crooned, picking up the featherweight 
board and stroking it lovingly. "It's 
just what I've always wanted!" 

"Well, put that in your ocean and go 
stoked on it, Luv! And never say your 
old Godmomma never delivered the goodies 
when them chips is like down!" Her grin 
returned good naturedly. 

Five minutes later I wiped-out once 
more in the usual manner. 

Stumbling ashore, dragging the keen 
board behind me, I found the entire 
group of Rowdies standing around the 
Hairy Godmomma, laughing their heads off 
at her and me. 

" How weird! " they howled merrily, all 
of them rolling around on the sand. My 
Hairy Godmonma stood, frowning at them. 

I just stared defeatedly at my bleeding 
toes. " Lookit Fats' weird little God¬ 
momma! Lookit Fats' bleeding toes!" 
they shrieked delightedly. " Lookit the 
old magical shuck in action! " 

"These nurds buddies of yours?" she 
inquired mildly. "I mean, like are they 
important to your well-being and all like 
that, Luv?" 

I shook my head. 

Without warning she jiggled the Wand 
at the guffawing Rowdies -- and they 
vanished, silently. No fuss. No Muss. 

No Rowdies. No nothing. Just a nice 
clean sandy area where they had been 
rolling around laughing. 


"Hey," I chirped. "What did you do 
with all those Rowdies?" 

She grinned fiendishly. "You mean 





those dimes lost in the sand, Luv?" 

I had the decency to shudder. 

She stared thoughtfully at the waves 
breaking nearby. "Can't understand why 
you wiped-out after I put that perfect- 
balance -spell on you." 

"That's no mystery," I said morosely. 
"Those puny waves are just too weak to 
hold up my 300-pounds of flab. This old 
beach is noted for having the weakest 
waves on the entire coast." 

"Hrammmin," she hmnmnned. "Seems like 
there oughta be a way to solve this kind 
of problem. You could go on a diet, Luv. 
Ever think of that?" 

"Often," I admitted sadly. "But I 
overeat for security. And whenever I 
think about going without food it makes 
me feel insecure -- so I go right on 
gobbling chow for security." 

"Well, did you ever manage to stay on 
any kinda wave at all?" 

I nodded. "Sure did. Once there was 
this bichen storm at sea, and the huge 
storm waves that came breaking in here 
were strong enough to hold my weight -- 
and I hotdogged like a maniac. But the 
storm cleared up and that was the end of 
that groovy experience." 

She snapped her fingers. " There 1 s the 
solution! Big, strong storm waves, Luv! " 

"You're outa your tree. Hairy Godmom- 
raa," I snickered. "If I have to wait for 


storms to come along in order to practice 
surfing. I'll be a jillion years older 
than I am now before I'11 be good enough 
to qualify for championships." 

"Nope," she insisted, flicking the 
Wand feverishly in all directions and 
pointing it straight at me when it was 
white-hot. "I'll jes' curse you with 
chronic storm weather -- and everytime 
you set foot in water anywhere, it'll be 
stormy as long as you're jin it!" 

And that's exactly what the weird old 
broad did. 

Which explains why I'm fast becoming 
a legend in the surfing circles because 
I'm outa sight on those big, strong waves 
that rise the moment I set foot in the 
water. And since I'm getting more good 
practice on stormy waves than any other 
surfer in the whole, wailing world -- I 
find the competition getting more piti¬ 
ful each week. 

And the best part of all is not being 
forced to go on a crummy diet while I'm 
successfully surfing up a storm in every 
sense of the old word! 



MORAL 


You probably thought the message to 
this unlikely story was that even 300- 
pound guys stoked on surfing can find 
ultimate happiness if they luck out with 
a kindly old Hairy Godmonnna -- and if 
you did, you're real wrong. Actually, 
the neat moral carefully hidden in this 
loony legend is a lot more inspiring 
and touching than that because the mess¬ 
age really is: Should You Ever Find A 
Handful Of Lost Coins In The Sand, Be 
Compassionate And Remember They Were 
Once A Good Group. 




io[) TrVim To 
tMCB WOfcK 
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'pu KIDS DEA>P OR. 
SUMPlM's*! SAID HAUL 
THAT AAoUSTROSIT y 

. down: 



—Jr B-BUT WE 
JUST FINISHED 

0H ; NO ] BUILDING IT.(V 


THIS 
HAS GoTTA 
be Police 

Ckuectv 




I'LL BET Mou 
COULD SUGGEST 
S.OAA£THItA& 

CLEVER r / 


UH...W6LL / IF'/OU 
66T A PERMIT- 
VOL) WoULDMV 
haf-Ta tear, it 
Down, see? 























wete NOT licked V6T T we SoTta 
PiGKTTo have that K°of OVER. 

OUK HENDSS' AND I KNow 

HOW IT CAM Be DONE/ 
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A NO SO IT GO ES 


tt^v^gSf-Afr w-^- 
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mil FOR 
US!! 


ON NON... PICK UP 
ONTHEHE'MEN! 


I'LL TAKE THAT 
Bl&HUNKOF 
FLESH ON THE 
LEFT' 


I'M JUST MU’ 
ABOUT &J6 
STRONG MSN. 
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B-But, sir, do you REALLY feel the 
world is READY for Stairway Surfing? 


The Surfing Seen 
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A/VO O/VCE/0/SCQV£&5O ZAE &/M//.A&/7Y 
8&7MEEW SO///VO-/MP£& AM fMr&e-WAVES, /r WAS t VOGT 
A AM7T£-J? Of £06/0 TO ASSUME/C4A/ <Cf£A7EAA/V f/A/OA M41/ZT 
mWSM/7T/A/<S m£f/<S/STSOVA/D-M4VE 7//&/THESE 7MV//V6 
foexsj FUP A &U//rCH,,MM£ A AMt/St/rz/jff£ oe A '' 

l. AZtAtssatMj i a a / nfc/M- 
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WMX: 






m§msgi& 


U///AD /DO 
MA/V? . 


Y f></r rue Fv/ctsr 

' 6EAJC//A/E T/DAL-U/Al/E 
> ON A LAKE /A/ 7//E///SWPV 
OF AMMAYAJD, M/D/OT/ / s 
OUGH7A AM EE FA &ET <7 
at/rMsc/tOF/rf sw- 






















1JENOVJ-IKMOVY! BUT 

ONE OF 'EM IS A ... 


(§>"& YAPUMB 

WATER.'. . WHY 

PON'TCHA WATCH 
. WHERE V ER 

GOIN'? 


INIIA'WA SAY NS 
SNOOT SOME 

POOL? 
















The kontest kit that makes you a Winner every time. 


Now you can hold your own cham¬ 
pionship surfing contests and be sure 
of winning them with the aid of this 
ultra-cool kontest kit that is designed 
to fake-out the whole scene. Consisting 
of plastic, life-size figures, buildings 
and props, it enables you to stimulate 
surfing contest conditions with all the 
odds in your favor. Since you will be 
the only live person on the beach, how 
can you possibly lose? Thus with the 
kontest kit you will never taste the 
humiliating flavor of defeat. Included 


in the standard kit: (1) Several Judges 
and authentically phoney Judging 
Stand, (2) A mob of realistic-looking 
spectators with enthusiastic expressions, 
posed in a variety of positions, (3) A 
complete Food Stand Complex with 
imitation food supplies (flies optional), 
(4) Many durable, plastic Palm Trees 
to lend a Polynesian atmosphere to the 
site, (5) Dozens of cheap, featherweight 
(cardboard) surfboards to clutter the 
scene and aid the illusion of competi¬ 
tion, and (6) 50,000-tons of high-grade, 


tinted (white) sand and a beautifully 
forged City Permit enabling you to 
dump the sand anywhere along the Pa¬ 
cific Coast during the 1968 surfing sea¬ 
son. Also available at extra cost; plastic 
trashcans, plastic trash, plastic broken 
bottles, plastic rotting fish, plastic dead 
seagulls, plastic rusty tincans, plastic 
jagged rocks and 50,000-gallons of our 
newly developed Sea Stench spray-odor 
to make the entire scene smell like the 
real thing. 


Psychecl-out Psmfing Psystems, Inc. 

a subsidiary of the Phoney Plum-times Company 


